CALL  NO  MAN HAPPY

spoke beneath the jovial but stern eye of Henry the Eighth painted
by Holbein. Besides Sir Joseph, two other famous professors at-
tended my lectures: the poet Housman and the historian Trevelyan.
It was the latter who said to me one day when I had been talking
about Lytton Strachey:

'The most important event in the history of English biography
in the twentieth century is not the portrait of Queen Victoria by
Strachey, it is the conquest of Strachey by Queen Victoria.'

Trinity College where I was living had been Byron's college, and
I often went to the little pool at a bend in the river into which he
loved to dive and cling to a rotten log on the bottom. I was gather-
ing notes at that time to write a life of Byron. In Ariel I had sketched
his portrait but I was not pleased with it. It seemed to me that I had
been somewhat unjust to Byron and that perhaps his apparent
cynicism was more generous than the sensual idealism of Shelley.
His correspondence, which I annotated carefully, charmed me by
its brusque and vigorous way of juxtaposing naked facts, just as
certain painters juxtapose pure colours. In the course of the summer
I made a pilgrimage to Harrow where I saw Byroa's name carved
by him in the woodwork, the tomb of Peachey to which he used
to come limping in order to meditate there, and the rose bush
planted above the ashes of his daughter Allegra. Then I went to
thd far north of England to visit Newstead Abbey, Byron's family
seat. The monks' church was in ruins, the residential buildings, im-
posing and noble; and seeing these Gothic arches, these cloisters,
these forests and this lake, one could understand the feelings
of the small boy who, after the meanness of Aberdeen, suddenly
found himself lord and master of this magnificent estate. Rarely
have I seen clearer proof of the necessity for a biographer to see with
his own eyes the surroundings in which his heroes have lived. New-
stead gave me the key to Byron's childhood: what the poet's enemies
were later to call snobbery was the tumultuous surprise of the penni-
less little Byron of Aberdeen faced by Lord Byron of Newstead.

At Annesley Hall, not far from Newstead, there still lived
descendants of Mary Chaworth who had been Byron's first love. I
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